GENEVA

goes out much pleased with herself.

THE SECRETARY [ruminating dazedly] And thats
England! [The telephone rings. He returns to the table
to attend to if]. Yes? . . . Which Foreign Secretary?
Every hole and corner in the Empire has its own
Foreign Secretary now. Do you mean the British
Foreign Secretary, Sir Orpheus Midlander? ... Well,
why didnt you say so? Shew him up at once.

Sir Orpheus comes in. He is a very welldressedgentle-
man ojfifty or thereabouts, genial in manner^
quickwitted  in   conversation^   altogether  a
-pleasant and popular personality.

THE SECRETARY. Do sit down. I cant
say how I feel about your being dragged
here all the way from London in Derby
week.

SIR o. \sitting\ Well, my friend, it's you    \
who have dragged me.   And I hope you
wont mind my asking you what on earth you think
you have been doing? What induced you to do it?

THE SECRETARY. I didnt do it. It was done by the
Committee for Intellectual Co-operation.

SIR o* The what??! I never heard of such a body.

THE SECRETARY. Neither did I until this business
was sprung on me. Nobody ever heard of it. But I
find now that it is part of the League, and that its
members are tremendous swells with European repu-
tations. Theyve all published translations from the
Greek or discovered new planets or something of that
sort.

SIR o. Ah yes: outside politics: I see. But we cant
have literary people interfering in foreign affairs. And
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